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To a few Others 

I threw a marble into the Mediterranean, once. 
It hit the water with a little splash, 
And sank. 

Probably it sank to the bottom, 
Where there are sands? 
I was on a ship. 

The marble moulded its. form through the air, 
With vertiginous rapidity; 
It made an invisible plummet-line, 
And sank. 

May it not be that, if it never reached bottom, 
It floats near, quite near it? 
Yet I am not very sure. 

I threw a gold-ring into the Mediterranean, once. 
It struck the water with a gnomic splash, 
And sank. 
Because gold is very heavy it sank to the bottom where there are 

sands I am told; 
Where certainly there is treasure, 
And crafty carcasses, and undelivered mail, 
For a ship, sinking, carries all down with her except the survivors, 
Who float horizontally, 

And the smoke, which floats more or less vertically 
Into the cup of heaven. 

The ring, dropping, winked a yellow streak, vanishing . . . 
Not many people have thrown a ring into that sea. 
I leaned through the port-hole ... 
Except the survivors, except ... 

I threw a leg into the Mediterranean, once. 
It struck the water with a shallow splash, 
And floated. 
It floated, unreconditely, 
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Because mostly it was composed of light material, 
And was what is commonly called a cork-leg. 
Eventually it will be cast up on the 

Shores of some county some unapprehended state of Southern Eu- 
rope, perhaps of Africa. 
Though other things could happen to it. 
Other things could happen. Other things could. 
Other things! It is strange. 

I threw a bean into the Mediterranean, once. 
It was a Boston bean. 
Leaving my fingers, the fall it took was longer than that of the 

others, 
Stippling the water with a chit of a splash, a tiny one, 
Sinking incontinently ... 
It sank, not so much 

Because it was a Boston bean, as because it was a bean. 
Often I picture it, floating, yet not afloat. 
Not at the surface, not at the bottom; 
A solitary seed 
In a perpetual penumbra. . . 
It was destined 

To sprout and bring forth, in travail, other beans; 
Yet I cast it into the sea. 
I cannot understand this. 

I threw a Seidlitz powder into the Mediterranean, once. 
My only wife had asked, had implored me not 
To do this. I had not the heart to refuse her. 
I had not the courage to refuse myself. 
When her eyes were turned, I threw it. 
On one knee, almost, she had asked me ... 
Yet when her eyes were turned . . . 
I watched for an effervescence, however infinitesimal ; 
But the sea was too big . . . the sea was too vast ... too vast . 
Or was it the brine? 
Life is not simple. Enrique Cross. 



